a ball once at Woking which was the longest shot I have
ever seen in my life without any trace of following wind.
It was, I believe, on a Sunday morning, from the seven-
teenth tee.
" You will never see that again ! " I remarked, after
my first gasp of astonishment, mingled, I am afraid I must
confess, with a certain amount of malevolent pleasure as
the ball disappeared in the bosom of a huge clump of
gorse.
" I wonder how far it was/* was the wistful reply.
Well, the Wodehouses were spending the week-end,
and I noticed after we arrived at the club-house on the
conclusion of our round a mysterious conversation going
on between P. G. and his caddie. Late in the evening, the
caddie was ushered into my garden. He produced a
ball and handed it over.
" Found it half an hour ago, I did, sir," he remarked.
" And did you put the stick in ? " P. G. asked eagerly.
" Right where the ball lay to an inch, sir/*
" Got the distance ? "
" Three hundred and forty-three yards, sir/' the caddie
replied promptly.
There was a glow of happiness in P. G/s expression.
He dragged me down to see where the ball had been
found and checked the distance going, back. Then he
filled a pipe and was very happy.
" Beaten my own record by five yards/' he confided
with a grin.
" But listen," I pointed out, " how many matches do
you win ? "
" I never win a match," was the prompt reply. " I
spend my golfing life out of bounds. I never even count
my strokes. I know that I can never beat anyone who
putts along down the middle. All the same I get more
fun out of my golf than any other man I know when I
am hitting my drives."
" Isn't it a little expensive ? " I asked him meaningly.
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